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C L A U D I A  S A V A G E
I W I L L  T AKE  T H E  R A I N  
I N T O  MY  M O U T H
as i f it were y o u r  skin
compl ic i t ,  I can be a p lea su re -b i rd  
seeking the  d a m p  seed 
the  well -oi led  wing  
in the  co rne r  o f  w h a t  explodes
quickly,  so as no t  to wake the  evening
I will weave mis t  in to  m y  hai r  
as i f I bore  it
wh en 1 wade in to  the  W i l l a m e t t e
the  barren  trees my br idesm aids ,  
the  fog as coat
the  fields hush 
the  h ighways
for roses to unfur l  
a second  t ime 
pale, w eep ing figs
colored as grass 
pro tec t  thei r  f lower 
rosemary th i ckens  the  
wi ld p e r s im m o n s
wash
in the  m u t e d
heavens
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we s leep past  th e  lit w o o d  a n d  p o u r e d  tea, 
a sigh aga ins t  m y  s h o u l d e r  
h o ld s  th a t  a p p l e d  l ight ,  c i n n a m o n  in m y  hai r  
y o u r  neck  e x p o s in g  
its h o n e y
w h e n  we greet  th e  ra in ,  you  seek th e  soggy  roots ,  
t h e  m a i d e n  ha i r  a n d  fir 
s t o m p e d  t h r o u g h  this d a r k  
grey lu l laby  o f  
b ea te n  m ap les  
t r i u m p h a n t  s p r u c e
th e  s a l m o n  are m a k i n g  m e  an o p t i m i s t  
r e t u r n i n g
g ia n t  si lver fish,  d i n o s a u r  fish 
h o o k - n o s e d  a n d  w o n d e r - e y e d ,  
s t r o n g e r  t h a n  us 
sac r i f ic ing fish,  r e t u r n i n g
a b l a n k e t  o f  r iver covers  t h e  wa terfa l l
w h e r e  t h ey  leapt  1 4 ,0 0 0  years 
still it seeps ,  weeps ,  
falls u n d e r  water ,  
falls
as be r ry  leaves, as ivy c ro w d s  th e  co r n e r s  
o f  m y  head  
a n d  th e  c i ty  f loods  
an d  th e  feral r i ng - t a i l ed  ca t  I covet  
doesn ' t  w a n t  to  get  he r  paw s we t
softly,  1 will  c o u r t  t h e  s u n
c o n f id e  in th e  F e b r u a r y  c rocus  
t h e  s o l u t i o n  to o u r  malaise:  
ra in ,  ra in,
d o w n  th e  d r a in ,  d r a in
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the  key to the  Pacific N o r t h w e s t  is a woo l  hat  a n d  go o d  jacket:  
whiskey helps 
coffee helps 
fuck ing helps
there is deeper  qu ie t  som ew he re ,  w h e n
we escape fu r th e r  west
the  c h u r n in g  sea w in d  scoops  at
my bra in  like b u t t e r  a n d  I ’m
lost to the  rocks
as foam
if I say yes to you,  yo u r  city, fate, yes
will the  volcanoes  d ream  thei r  w o r r i ed  d re a m s  
the C o l u m b i a  r e m e m b e r  a t ime  before  steel 
the  b lackber ry  t h i c k e t ’s ar do r
when I fly in to  s t range an d  dark
salty grasses, n ight s  on fire 
h id d en  fish g low ing  at  the  muscle  
will you fol low
to a place whe re  you can th ro w  y o u r  lungs  in to  th a t  h o rn  
an d  the  herbs sacrifice the i r  y o u n g  
to a god o f  y o u r  m a k in g
sun after days u p o n  nights  u p o n  days  o f  wa te r  
I w a rm  y our  m o u t h  wi th  m y  m o u t h
we vibra te  the  air 
once  more
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